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Part One 


Author's Notes: 
m/m, fluff 


"Jonny? Are you in here?" 

Jon sleepily raises his pretty head up from the tub rim. "Richie?" he calls out. 
"Yeah?" he hears through the steamy fog. 

"m in the hot tub!" he responds. 


"Ah!" Richie says upon appearing in the doorway. He's barefoot and relaxed-looking. "Hi." He smiles at the singer 


fondly. 


"What are you doing?" Jon asks. 


"I just wanted to see how you were. How's your leg?" Jon's face and chest are flushed from the steam. Richie 


finds him irresistible. 
"Good. It feels much better." 
"That's good" Richie keeps smiling. 


"What are you doing here? Its your birthday. Don't you have two or more chicks waiting for you in your 


room?" There's a look in Richie's eyes that Jon can't pinpoint. 
"Jon, l'm 5l, not 21" 


"Sure" Jon realizes then that most of the bubbles are gone and that Richie can most likely see his nakedness 
under the water. With anyone else he would try to cover up. 


Richie does notice. "ld rather join you there in the tub. | could rub you- your leg." Richie grins mischievously. 
Jon's heart skips a beat. Now he understands the purpose of Richie's visit. "Sure." 


Richie strips down and steps into the hot water. "No wonder you've been spending so much time in these 


things," Richie sighs. "This feels great." 

Jon feels his pulse pick up as Richie moves toward him. "Yeah," he agrees. 

True to his word, Richie scoots in front of Jon, moves his tender leg into his lap and starts rubbing. 
Jon relaxes back into a haze of pleasure. "Jesus, that feels great, Rich." 


He massages the singer for a few moments. He scoots even closer and leans toward the blonde. Jon opens his 


eyes, sees Richie's face inches from his and smiles. Richie leans in and they kiss hotly on the lips. 
"That feels even better," Jon whispers. They kiss again. 


"This is the medicine you need right here, baby." Richie starts rubbing further up on Jon's thigh where he 
isn't at all injured but the blonde isn't going to stop him. 


Jon moans loudly. Wrapping his arms around Richie's shoulders, he kisses him more ardently. 
Things are quickly escalating when Richie pulls back He calculates the difficulty of fucking in the tub with Jon's 
tender leg and reluctantly pulls back. He gets out of the tub and wraps a towel around his waist. "Come to my 


room when you're all done in here. We can have our own little party.’ 


"Party," Jon grins. "Okay." 


Richie walks around to behind Jon, bends down and kisses the top of his head. 


After Richie leaves, Jon sits in the hot water a little longer, thinking about his lover. He's aware that half the 
women in the world would be thrilled to sleep with him and that feels pretty awesome. But it's different with 
Richie. When Richie offers himself to him, it makes him feel so desired and so loved. There's something special 
about Richie and the way he makes Jon feel, both in the bedroom and out. He then realizes that its been a 


while since he and Richie have made love. Jon wants it. He really wants it. 


Jon is already half hard from the massage and mini make out session. He definitely wants to have some 
foreplay when he gets to Richie's room so he leans back against the side of the tub and starts pleasuring 
himself. He closes his eyes, fantasizing about what Richie might do to him later tonight. Like everything else 
that Richie does, he's also a caring and attentive lover. Jon becomes really excited, stroking and rubbing harder 
and faster. It doesn't take very long at all for him to finish. "Fuck yeah," he sighs as his completion mixes with 


the hot water. 


After a little recovery time, Jon bounces out of the tub and reaches for a soft bath towel. He quickly dries 
off and looks at his naked body in the mirror. Not bad, he thinks. Jon still wishes he was taller and his penis 
was bigger. Although Richie doesn't seem to mind, in fact he adores Jon's tight little body. He thinks of all the 
times Richie has told him how gorgeous his body is. Smiling to himself, Jon puts on a fluffy hotel robe, not 
that he'll be wearing it very long. But he doesn't want to enter Richie's room naked with a hard-on so this is 
perfect. He slips through the adjoining door, excitedly anticipating a fantastic night of exquisite lovemaking. 


Part Two 


The lights are dimmed and there are a few candles lit and even some rose petals on the bed. Is Jon in the 
right room? Richie appears from his bathroom wearing the complementary bathrobe also. "Hello," he says 
seductively. 

"What's all this?" 


‘It's for you. For us." 


"Richie-" Jon feels all tingly inside. "You could literally have anyone you want up here with you for your 


birthday." 
"In my old age | realize that I'd rather be with you. With somebody who loves me." 


"Oh Richie." This increases Jon's desire to make love to the guitarist. He finds himself moving unconsciously 


toward the brunette. "I do love you," he whispers, wrapping his arms around him. 
"That's nice to hear baby. | love you too." They kiss slowly and gently, sensually rubbing over each other. 
Richie backs up toward the soft bed and sits down pulling his lover between his long legs. 


"The candles and roses are really nice, Rich. But you don't have to seduce me," Jon says. "I'm all yours." They 


kiss again. 
‘| like it" Richie shrugs. "I like seducing you," he whispers into Jon's mouth. 
Jon gets a chill. He straightens up and kisses the top of the brunette's head. "Oh Richie." 


Richie unfastens Jon's robe and kisses his toned stomach, but not before noticing that his lover's penis is quite 
soft. He remembers it being semi-hard when he left Jon's bathroom and wonders what happened. With a sharp 
intake of breath, he realizes that Jon must have masturbated to orgasm in the tub after Richie left and 
before he came to his room. This excites the fuck out of Richie. "Oh Jonny." 


Jon's knees weakening, he tilts his head back and moans when Richie moves his warm hands to his round 
backside. Jon pushes his bathrobe off and Richie pulls back and lets his gaze run appreciatively up and down 
Jon's nudity. 


"Look at you," he says softly. He runs his hands up and down over Jon's chest, stomach and thighs a few 


times before kissing his stomach again. "Your body is gorgeous." 


Richie's breath is hot against the singer's trembling stomach. Jon is having trouble standing. "My knees are 


actually weak, you sap." 


"Then let's get into bed and get comfortable." For Richie ‘comfortable’ obviously means nudity as he takes off 


his robe and slides under the covers. Jon follows suit, shivering in anticipation 

"Oh," Jon moans as their excited bodies come together. "This still feels great even though we're-" 

"Olde" 

"Yeah." They rub and rub together like two teenagers, their erections coming to life. 

"When I'm in bed with you | feel 27" 

"| feel like a teenager." Jon laughs. 

"The world's oldest teenager," Richie responds. 

"Who you calling old, birthday boy?" Jon rolls Richie over onto his back and climbs on top of him, kissing his 
lips firmly. "But since it is your birthday- happy birthday to you-" he sings softly while sliding down Richie's 
body. 

Richie sighs. 

"Happy birthday to you-" He kisses his smooth chest tenderly. 

Richie purrs. 

"Happy birthday to Richie-" He dips his tongue into Richie's belly button. 

Richie growls. 

"Happy birthday to you." He finishes off by taking the head of his lover's cock into his mouth. 

"Oh god!" Richie screams out. Jon smiles around his dick. Richie moves his hands to Jon's shoulders as he takes 
more in and starts to suck softly. Tears come to Richie's eyes. He looks down at the sexy blonde kneeling 
between his legs, his nose buried in his pubic hair and his cute butt up in the air. Then he feels the singer's 
hand on his balls. "Jon," he manages to say, his head falling back in ecstasy. "Baby," he moans. Moving his hands 


to Jon's head, he lifts his pelvis off the bed and comes hard into Jon's warm wet mouth. It is exquisite. 


Jon catches his breath, panting against Richie's thigh. "That's not even your entire present," Jon whispers 
seductively. "You can do whatever you want to me for the rest of the night." 


A million dirty sexy images pass through Richie's mind. He wants to kiss Jon, he wants to suck his cock, and he 


wants to put his dick inside him. Richie moans again. 
Jon rests his head on Richie's hip. "Just remember my leg." 


After a few moments of lying still and panting, Richie gently rolls Jon over onto his back "Your turn," he 
breaths against Jon's skin Richie moves his tongue from Jon's bellybutton to his dick, lifts him off the bed and 
places a pillow under his ass. He licks Jon's cock like an ice cream cone. Jon whimpers and tosses his head from 
side to side. 


This is what Richie loves about this: the little noises that Jon makes. He moves a finger gently into him and 
strokes. Jon almost launches up off the bed. "Richiiiieeee!" He likes it when Jon calls out his name even better. 
Richie holds firmly onto Jon's hip with his other hand. Excitement surging through him, he feels his own dick 
grow hard again even though Jon satisfied him moments earlier. He rubs himself between the bed and his 


stomach. 


Richie twists his fingers in a way that hits Jon right on. "Oh, oh, ohhhhh!" Trembling on the bed, he grabs 
Richie's ears and comes hard into his hot mouth, his whole body shaking violently. His lover really does give 


him the best oral sex he's ever had. 


Richie pulls his mouth off before Jon stops spurting so he can run his dick through some of the cum that 


lands on Jon's stomach. 


Jon lets out the breath he's been holding. "God- baby-" He twists his fingers up through Richie's hair. "That- 


was- wonderful." 


Jon is still twitching when Richie sits upright, grabs Jon's legs and moves them to his shoulders. "| want you 


bad, Jonny.” 


Through his post-orgasmic haze, Jon feels Richie's slick cock at his opening. "Oh, me too." He loves it when 
Richie maneuvers him around the bed like this. "Go for it," he pants. 


Richie slides just his tip into Jon and stops. He bends down, propping himself up on his forearms as he kisses 
Jon passionately. The blonde almost melts. Richie pulls back and looks his lover in the eye as he slides fully into 
the heaven that is Jon's body. "It's been so long," Richie sighs. He kisses Jon again even more deeply. 


"Yeah, too long," Jon whispers, overwhelmed by the passion he feels from his partner. Richie certainly knows 
how to make love. He wraps his uninjured leg around Richie's waist and feels him deep inside, setting his ass on 


fire. 


Then Richie starts moving. It's beyond fantastic as the kissing doesn't stop. Jon just holds on tight and lets 
Richie have his way with him. Richie kicks it into high gear, moving fast and hard in and out of Jon After a 
while, his thrusts become more and more erratic. He closes his eyes and throws his head back, growling loudly 


as he comes. "Jesus," Richie sighs as he sort of collapses onto Jon, breathing heavily. 


Jon savors the warm feeling of Richie releasing inside him. "Did you like that?" Jon teases, kissing his flushed 
cheek. "Was that a good present?" He runs his fingers up and down Richie's back. Its damp with perspiration. 


Jon moves his wet finger further down. 
Through a million little aftershocks, Richie feels Jon's finger in his ass. Then he feels Jon's renewed erection 
pressing against his stomach. He lifts himself up off of his aroused lover. "Hell yes," he smiles. "You deserve a 


thank you note." 


Richie moves to lay down on his back and Jon kneels up between his thighs. "Oh, my leg," Jon winces. He unfolds 


his legs and instead lies down next to Richie. "Can you roll over onto your side?" Jon asks softly. 

"Sure." Richie's heart roars in his ears. 

"Thank you." Jon runs his hand down Richie's back and cups his ass, kissing the back of his neck in appreciation 
He scoots closer and eagerly guides himself between his lover's thighs. He moves his arm around Richie's waist 
as he enters his willing body. "Oh, god, yes," he sighs, burying his face in Richie's warm neck as he starts 
enthusiastically thrusting. 

"Jonny" Richie turns his head and Jon bends down and kisses his lips. All of Richie's nerve endings come alive 
as Jon makes love to him. "Ah, baby," he whimpers softly. He feels the heat pulsing through his entire body as 
he clutches a pillow in front of him. 

"You feel so good, baby," Jon gushes, caught up in the intense sensations racing through him. He rolls Richie 
over onto his stomach and moves on top of him, resting his bad leg on top of Richie's leg. He starts thrusting 
harder and faster, pressing his face into Richie's back as he feels the beginning of his orgasm. He can't hold 
back any longer. His front sliding against Richie's damp back, he comes with a soft moan, 


Richie feels the hot wetness burst into him and smiles against the pillow. 


Settling next to him, Jon rubs his hand in circles over the small of his back. He kisses Richie gently. "Happy 
birthday, baby." 


"| love this," Richie sighs. "I love these nights we have together like this. Thank you, Jonny. 

"You're welcome," Jon whispers into the now quiet room. "Mind if | stay here with you?" Jon requests softly. 
Richie rolls Jon on top of him, picking off the rose petals that have stuck to his back "OF course not” 

"Im too weak to move," Jon jokes. 


Richie laughs, holding on tighter to the man he loves. "Aww, | thought you wanted to stay because you love 
me and it's my birthday," he pouts. 


Jon cuddles into his lover's arms. "Well, that too." 


